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Summary:
After dropping off their parents to a watery grave, Andrew and Ashley go back to the Motel room for some rest and relaxation.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:

After parking the car a little ways away and making their way back to the motel, Andrew had checked in, again. The desk slave accepted his wad of crumpled bills- enough for two nights. He would renew it for more nights if there weren’t any issues but his paranoia about an investigation into their missing parents was determined to seep into every crack in his brain.

Ashley stood behind him, thankfully keeping her mouth shut as he did the talking and picked up the key chained to a little cardboard tag. They were in the same room as last time, he discovered as he read the number on the tag.

The room had been cleaned, at least at surface level. He inspected the fridge and cupboards compulsively, but all that greeted him was a questionable bottle of water. He closed the fridge door and flipped on the TV. He could use the background noise.

And he could also listen for news of a murder or two particular missing parents that might have been theirs.

“... Not like they would have been discovered missing right away.” He said as he watched, more or less thinking out loud. Ashley plopped herself down on the sofa, splaying herself out after depositing a plastic grocery bag full of their extra clothes down in front of it. Not a care in the world was had.

“Let’s hope nobody misses them. I bet Mom was lying when she said she had friends just to seem better than us.” The vindictiveness put a smile on his face. Leaning over the back of the sofa so his face was hovering above hers, he raised a brow.

“Does having friends objectively make someone better in your eyes?”

“Ughhh, no. Shut up.” She made a face and stuck her tongue out, and he was struck with the urge to lean down and bite it. “My point is that once a liar always a fucking liar. Nobody misses liars.”

“I suppose you're right.” He agreed halfheartedly, not really caring to think much about how good or bad their parents were. In his eyes they were… Nothing. Not even people. Was it even worth the energy to think about them at all?

They were dead.

She brightened. “Hah! I’m always right.”

“Sure you are.” He sneered down at her. At this point half of his body was slumped over the back of the sofa, which left his side exposed to her fingers which he didn’t notice until they were assaulting him, jabbing at him and causing him to yelp. He retaliated quickly at the brat, wrestling her in a flurry of fingers, arms and legs. He came out on top of course, pinning her arms by her hands just behind her head on the sofa armrest.

“Ooohhh Andy you're so strong…” He flushed, darkness clouding his mind as he tightened his grip on her hands, to a point where he knew it would hurt. He could hurt her so easily, and seeing the small spark of fear light up in her eyes reminded him of their encounter back at the apartment. His two-times murderous hands wrapped around her neck, squeezing. She was scared then, she listened then.

Fuck her for being like this.

Fuck Andy too. Andy was such a little pussy who would give in. Andy was always trying to get out no matter how much he tried to kill him.

“Okay I’m sorry…!” Ashley grimaced under his grasp, and he loosened his grip.

He stared at her a moment too long. Her eyelids falling and a pout blooming on her lips. Her hair that he wanted to tangle his fingers in. Stupid bitch. He couldn’t let himself give in. His mind kept circling back to the dream or vision or whatever the fuck Ashley told him about.

It’s bound to happen eventually. Said a voice that sounded like his inner monologue that he chose to ignore.


“Yeah? You should be sorry..”

He released her and sat with his back slouched on the sofa, pretending to be very interested in the weather on screen.

“Lame Andy.” He didn’t feel like responding. He was too busy dealing with the sudden intrusive images of his parents' bloody toothless skulls in plastic bags.

He wanted a smoke so fucking badly right now.

-

Andrew jerked his eyes open later, the TV was still on, and he was about to look around for Ashley, until his tired brain caught up with him and he became aware of the weight on his lap.

Ah, there she was.

Her sleeping face was different from her waking one. It was all soft and calm. Her sleeve was askew and had fallen halfway down her arm. Her ponytail was messier than ever.

Andrew craned his neck down to inhale the scent of Ashley, he could smell the faint smell of motel shampoo and a scent that was solely hers mingled with sleep and sweat. He wondered if he smelled more or less the same seeing as they never left each other's side.

And they never would. His gut clenched and he grit his teeth hard. Ashley was always dead set on making that happen. The fucking bitch. Always meddling in his shit ever since they were little.

He fucking hated her for it.

He didn’t belong to her…

His clenched stomach did a kind of funny flip that turned his grimace into a grin. He almost wanted to giggle.

No, it was better this way. The more he came to think about the more he circled around to this line of thought. They belonged to each other. Deep inside she was right but how could he admit that to her smug face?

Andrew remembered the sick pleasure he got from eavesdropping on those late night phone calls she made to Julia, telling her she’d never be good enough for her Andrew.

He adored her. It was like a warm, sick twisted feeling in his gut. He thought about how Julia begged him to spend less time with her, and he agreed but didn’t commit. False promises.

Andrew remembered the way Julia tied her hair up for him, and how he'd loop his fingers through it and pull. Just like…

Focussing back on the present, his eyes fell back to Ashley’s sleeping face.

He swallowed.

One of his hands was trapped under her body, but one hand was free. With it, he guided a loose lock off of her cheek, fingers trembling.

Ashley's sleeping pout taunted him, and he found himself unable to resist the temptation. His trembling finger gently traced the delicate curve and bow of her sleeping lips. A hunger burned within him as his tongue caressed his own mouth, yearning for something more.


Andrew was no stranger to the gnawing pangs of hunger. He had endured weeks of relentless craving and yearning, but the hunger he now faced went far beyond the reach of mere sustenance. No food could do anything to quell the insatiable need consuming him.

All those thoughts he had always pushed to the very back of his mind didn’t want to be contained anymore it seemed, and those little blips of insanity tumbled forward in his mind one after the other.

He placed his thumb on her lower lip. In truth, he had always thought about what it might feel like to feel them with his mouth. Of course, he had kissed other girls. Like Julia. He imagined it wouldn’t compare to the sweet flesh of Ashley... As his thumb traced her lower lip, Ashley’s eyes fluttered open, and immediately locked onto Andrew’s.

His breath seemed to pause in his lungs. They just stared at each other, her mildly bewildered face blossoming into a small smile.

“Good morning Andy.” She said even though the sun was nowhere to be seen and the only light in the room was coming from the TV. His heart-rate rose, and he watched the crimson flush spread over her face as she looked down at his hand, and his finger lingering on her mouth. He lifted it suddenly, but she grabbed his hand with hers, forcing his fingers back to her mouth.

He sucked in a breath when she stuck two fingers in her mouth, sucking on them. Heat immediately flooded Andrews face and to his cock, right underneath where Ashleys head lay. It was obvious.

“Leyley…” He breathed, “You shouldn’t put those in your mouth, you don’t know where they’ve been…” It was almost as if he was scolding a child.

Slowly, she pulled them out of her mouth, with a faint wet pop. “Actually, I know exactly where they’ve been.” She stared up at him, her arrogant fucking eyes holding a challenge.

Challenge accepted.

Andrew freed his hand, not breaking eye contact with her stare as he brought his wet fingers to his mouth and tasted her spit, not missing the way her expression shifted to something more uncertain.

Andrew moved, slowly and deliberately. After adjusting himself, he slid one hand under her back and the other under her knees, lifting her up in a bridal fashion.

“Andy, what are you doing?” She whispered harshly, clinging onto him.

“You, I think.” He said wryly, though strained as he stumbled to one of the hotel beds. He all but threw her down, watching as she gathered her bearings and stared up at him with an uncertain smile. The mask of nonchalance and self-satisfaction crackled before his very eyes.

“Andy…” She began as he clambered onto the bed, shadowing her body with his, but the words seemed to die on her tongue.

Despite all her joking and casual mention of sex, his virgin sister looked a little bit like a round eyed doe now, caught in his headlights. This wasn’t just fun and games anymore.

He leant down, eyes falling shut and feeling his breath mist over the skin of her cheek before planting his lips on the very corner of her mouth. It was just a gentle peck on the cheek, harmless, he thought. If she didn’t want it they could go back from this and pretend it never happened.

But that didn’t happen.

With a sudden jerk of her head, Ashley turned her head and their lips met with an intensity that left no more room for doubt, her lips pushing up at him, her fingers clawing at the collar of his shirt, his shoulders, anything to cling to him.

Her lips were soft and warm and tasted like everything he ever fantasized about and more. And as he deepened the kiss and parted her lips to explore her further she made a little mewling noise into his mouth that only egged him on further.

There was no backing out from this. The line had been crossed.

Suddenly his hand was at her shoulder, pushing her up against the headboard as he began devouring her mouth with ferocity. A hand snaked up to crawl under her shirt, pinching her nipple hard so that she yelped into his mouth.

He pulled away, saliva clinging on to dear life between them. Then Andy’s mouth travelled to her neck, sucking on it for a moment and digging in his teeth. Ashley wound an arm over his neck, but he didn’t linger, he kissed and sucked his way down her chest, leaving angry red marks in his wake, forcefully shoving her shirt and bra out of the way.

He was getting ahead of himself now.

He sat up, catching his breath. The clothes had to come off, especially considering his dick was straining painfully against his pants and he couldn’t do his deed with it still confined.

Ashley watched him as he unbuttoned his ripped jeans, peeling them off and discarding them inside out on the floor. Out of the corner of his eye he saw her take her shirt off, then shuffled out of her shorts.

He finished peeling off his sweater, throwing it onto the ground with the rest of the clothing.

His dick was noticeably tenting his boxers, and as he returned to Ashley, leaning in and cupping her face, she was definitely eyeing it.

“I bet you really wanna see whats in there dont you. Slut.” He growled, narrowing his eyes at her beautiful, stupid face.
“For a while. But you’re more of a slut then I am, aren’t you, floozy-fucker?” Andy kissed her roughly, pulling her face to his and nipping at her lip, arms encompassing her to pull her up onto his lap so that their pelvises bumped each other. He shamelessly ground against her as they kissed, one hand moving down to hook a finger into the waistband of her underwear and drag it down her leg.

His heart hammered wildly as they broke apart, seemingly rushing to remove their remaining articles of clothing until they were breathless and naked, eyeing each other like pieces of meat.

“Would you eat me, Leyley? Cut me up and put me in a soup?” He asked, pulling her naked body close, feeling his stomach lay flush against hers and his erection twitched between their warm skin.

“I don’t need to cut you up to get you inside me.” She answered, leaning her forehead against his, and he let out a shuddering breath at the innuendo, arousal flaring up. Then her perfect hand was between them, fist closing around his dick. He could feel her thumb exploring his tip, which was extremely fucking sensitive and he couldn’t help but grimace and jerk into her hand.

Then she seemed to take a little bit of a charge, nudging him onto his back and putting her head right by his dick, giving in an experimental lick. Her tongue was hot and feeling it against his skin made him want nothing more than to force the entire thing down her fucking throat.

He abstained, watching her all but play with his dick. It was almost entertaining and made him smirk. Then she tried putting the whole thing in her mouth and his eyes grew as wide as saucers when she didn’t choke and gag on him.

No, of course not, she probably had no gag reflex with how easily another human's flesh went down.

The teeth were a problem, and he eventually got tired of her attempt and pushed her away and onto her back, head hitting the pillows. He was tired of the little kid games.

He put his hands on her knees and edged closer and closer, his erection straining and twitching as he placed it at her entrance. It was a little dark in the room, the TVs light not quite reaching them, but it was definitely the sexiest thing he’d ever laid eyes on.

His cockhead slipped inside her without effort and she squirmed underneath him. He prodded further and hit a roadblock. Oh yeah. For a moment he had forgotten the virgin part.

He was so torn between not wanting to hurt her and getting it over wit-

No he definitely was not.

Andy pushed forcefully past the barrier, hearing a small squeak from Leyley as he sank inside her, breathing slowly and deeply through his nose. The warm wetness squeezing him was heaven, and he pressed until their hips sat flush, relishing in the feeling.

“I love you Andy, she whispered, and he looked at her face which had tears pricking at their edges. He leaned in to kiss them away, feeling stupid and tender before he slotted their lips together, like a perfect puzzle piece. Just a small, lingering kiss.


“I love you too, Leyley.” He said low and quiet, before jerking his hips.

“Fuck.” He said out loud. It felt so good, and he could already see himself not lasting long. His mouth moved to her shoulder, where he latched onto her flesh, digging his teeth in and biting into her like it was the only thing keeping him alive and breathing.

She cried out, fingernails coming to dig into his back, and shoulder blades, slicing along his spine. He growled into her skin as he fucked her, hips canting roughly. He vaguely felt her arm between them, and he released her shoulder for a moment to find she was rubbing herself with a hand.

He sat up, grasping the dips of her hips where his fingers easily fit, throwing himself into her again and again. He was panting, and he could feel wet sweat gathering on his brow. He stared at her eyes as he got closer and closer to his orgasm, and she looked right back at him, mouth agape and breathy, shallow moans blessing his ears.

It wasn’t long after until he could feel her squeezing him, walls spasming as her face screwed up and her eyes shut, and it squeezed him in just the right way that he followed her into oblivion only a few seconds later.

But Andrew wasn’t fucking stupid.

He toed the line bravely, but right as he knew he was going over the edge, he swore, pulling himself out of her almost painfully as cum shot from his cock. The clear milky white fluid landed uselessly on her stomach, droplets pooling into her belly button.

A big grin crossed her face as she swiped the mess up with a hand, feeding it to herself and licking her lips as a final act.

Suddenly he was overcome with a deep, overwhelming tenderness and urge to squeeze her, so he fell onto her, wrapping his arms tightly around her body and burying his face in her hair. His hand came to wind her ponytail around his fingers.

“I can’t believe I was missing out on that the whole time.” She said from somewhere tucked into his chest. “Why didn’t you do that ages ago…”

"Well, I was practicing my patience," he quipped. "You know, perfect timing and all that. Can't rush into things... too much, at least."

He pulled up the blanket that had been kicked down the bed during their tussle, and tucked them both in it as he kissed her head.

“It was worth the wait.” 